large nose, ears, and a mouth with fearful teeth. Millions of them thus came into
being and the very firmament seemed to be but one cluster of powerful arms holding
millions of weapons of war.

These new Pramadhaganas set up a thunderous roar in the skies and seemed
capable of drinking up the ether or scorching the entire earth. With this awe-inspiring
host following him, Veerabhadra approached the Yagna-Sala of Daksha and gave
them leave to surround and invade the place. As the ocean's deluge swallows up
the fierce and roaring flames of Pralaya at the end of a Kalpa, so these millions of
pramadhaganas swooped on the place from all sides. Startled out of their wits at
this sudden onrush of death and destruction, and aghast at the fierce and awful
form of Veerabhadra approaching like a mountain, some of the brahmanas and devas
yelled out in panic and rushed pell-mell, trying to escape from sure death; some
began to weep helplessly; some fainted then and there; some just stared awe-struck
with open mouths; some could not move as their knees had become suddenly weak
with fright; even the bravest of the devas considered Veerabhadra invincible and
tried to disappear in all manner of ways: some turned themselves into harmless
little birds and flew away; some turned into cats or took other forms and escaped
slyly. There was none left to tend the Homa fire or to look after the sacrificial vessels
and other materials; for even the rishis had fled in haste. Some cast their physical
bodies away, as being an obstruction, and fled in their subtle bodies. All of them
cursed Daksha for his false pride and foolishness which had brought on this
unexpected doom from the wrathful Rudra-not on Daksha alone but on all that had
wooed his company. Indra himself became a peacock and escaped in great fear.
Even the Yajna-Purusha tried to flee in the shape of an animal, but he was too late,
for Veerabhadra had spied him and was after him. Veerabhadra aimed an arrow at
him and struck off his head so that the spouting blood flowed away and covered the
floor of theYagna-sala. This shrewd and quick act of Veerabhadra earned him the
name of "KRATU-DHVAMSI" (the Destroyer of Sacrifice). After thus dealing with
the Yajna as per Lord Shiva's directions, Veerabhadra entered the interior of the
Yaga-Sala. There he saw, Aditya, the Sun, blazing forth in great effulgence on his
chariot. Veerabhadra rushed up to him and, seizing him by the hair of his head,
pulled Arka (Sun) to the ground and hit his head so hard that the latter broke his
teeth and lay in a pool of blood. Leaving the bleeding and toothless Pusha (Sun)
alone, Veerabhadra betook himself to the Moon, Chandrama, pulled him down to
the earth as though he were a little baby-animal and stepped upon him so that he
was all but squeezed out. With but a flicker of life in him - having become just a
crescent of a moon - he begged saranu (protection) of Veerabhadra in such feeble
tones that Veerabhadra let him go. (Lord Shiva also was pleased with the crescent
Moon, for his humility and thenceforth wore him as an ornament on his head,
becoming himself known thenceforward as Chadrachuda or Chandramoulisvara).
Burning with anger still, Veerabhadra spied Saraswati Devi, who instantly let go
her Veena in great fear. Nevertheless, he disfigured her nose and rushed up to the
God of Fire. Catching hold of Agni Deva, he chopped off both his hands with his
Khadga (sword) for these hands were the carriers of all sacrificial offerings to the
devas.
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